

The Tragedy 

But teil me,where is Princely R ichmond now ? 

Chri • At Pembrokejox at Hertford , wcft in Wales. 

Dar» What men of name refort to him ? 

Chn . Sir Walt er Her hert , a renowned fouldier, 

Sir Gilbcrt Talbot, fir lVtlliam Stanley, 

Oxford.redoübted Pembrooke, fir James Blutst, 

Rice ap Thomas,with a valiant crew, 

With many more of noble fameand worth. 

And towards Londonthey doe bend their courfê, 

If by the vvay they be not foughtwithall. 

P^r.Beturne vnto my Lord,commcnd me to him 
Teil him,the Queenehath heartily confented 
He fhall efpoufe EU^abeth her daughtcr, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Bucbtngham to executief* 

Buc. Will not TtingRtebardlei me ipeake with him f 
R*f .No my Lord, therefbre be pattent, 

Buc.Hafiings ,and Edwards chiJdrcn,R«« w,(?r<*y 
Holy King 17enry, and thy faire tbnne Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifcarried, 

By vnderhand corrupted fou'e iniuftice, 

If that your moody diieontented foules. 

Do throughtheclouds beholdthis prdênthoure 3 
Euen for reuenge moeke my defirudion: 

This is AU- foules dayfellowesisitnot ? 

R<*r.It is my Lord. 

Buc» Why then All-foules day^s my bodies Dcomefday< 
This is the day that in King Edwards t\vns 
I wiflit might fall on me when I was found 
Falfe to his children, and his wiuesalhes: 

This is the day wherein 1 wifht to fall, 

By the falfe fayth of him I trufted moft: 

This is All-foules day,to y feaiefull foule s 
Is thedetermmedjdefpite of my -• rongs: 

That high all-fêer that 1 dallied with, 

Hath turnd my fained praycr on my head. 

And giuen inearneft what I begd in relt» 

Thus doch iic force the fword of wieked men 
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of R icharef the Thlrd. 

To tumetheïrpoints on their maifters bofomel 
I'Jovv Margrets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

When hé quoth £he, fliall Iplit thy heart with forrow 2 
Remember Mar gr et was a Brophetefle. 

Come firs, conuey me to the blockeof fhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame» 
Enter Richmond with Drumes and Trumpets. 
R/^-Fellowesin armes,and my moli louing friends,; 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake oftyranny, 

Thusfarre intothe bowels of the land, 

Haue wemarcht on without impediment: 

And hecre receiue we from our Father Stanley , 

Lines of faire comfort,and encouragment, 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare, 

Thatlpoil'd yourfommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 
Swilsyourwarmeblood like wafh,and makes his trough^ 
In your i mbo weid bofome, thisfoule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this Ile, 

Neereto the Towne of LeieeSler as we learne: 

From 7amwmh thither,is bucone dayes marchs 
In Gods name cheare on,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

By this onebloody tryall ofïharpe warre* 

1 Lor. Euery mans eonfcience is a thoufand fwords 
Tofïght againft that bloody homicide* 

2 Lor.l doubt not but his friends will flye to vsr 

3 Lor. He hath no ftiends,but what are friends for feare 
Whichin his greateff need will fhrinke from him. 

if/cA.All for ouraduantage, then in Gods name march» 
Truc hope is fwift,and fiies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it makes Gods 3 and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter Ki»gRicbard,Nor.Ratcliffe,Catesbyyvith ethers. 
Here pitch our tents, euen herein Bofwortb field» 
Why how now Catesby, why lookeft thou fo fad 
M y heart is ten times lighterthen my leokes. 

A mg . Norfalke co me hither: 

J orfolke we muft haue knockes,ha muil we not? 
or. Wc muft both giue and take my gracious Lord» 
^•Vpwith my tent, here will I lye to night, 
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